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The master of Nikkila, Penjami, a drooping
man of fifty with a tobacco-stained jaw, came on
unsteady feet down the steps leading from the
attic to the yard. He was dressed in a soiled
burlap blouse, long and gathered in with a
leather belt, but the blouse and his shirt were
unfastened at the top, leaving a large expanse
of bony red chest exposed to the autumn air.
Patently a man slowly drifting to ruin; an old
farmer in that state, blouse-clad in the farmyard,
and a brandy-still bubbling away in a shed, these
blended harmoniously with the spirit of the place
as revealed in the worn corners and smelly found-
ations of the house. Penjami had married thrice
and now his third wife was about to give birth to
her first child. The cupper-woman, her arms
bare and her face sweating, was carrying water
to the bath-house. When she saw Penjami set
off towards the village she shouted:

" You keep at home this evening, old
man!55

" And you, old hags, keep to your own
mangers,'5 Penjami growled and strode on in
the direction of the village, on his flushed aged
face a self-satisfied smile that reflected both the
placid daylight without and the equally placid
secret thoughts of an old man within.

c. . . women bear children * . . women are
like that, always having children . . . this very
minute my third wife will be giving birth to a